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Hidden Wings
I never get over those
eyes. Bits-o-heaven,
cloud, ethereal dust.
Scattered behind black
pearls
Quirking is the word
describing that
grin. Crafty humor,
always tireless
defying my
solemnity
Glitter.
Tin splinters
reflecting pure
brilliance
an essence
strong enough ...
to overwhelm
depths-of-hell despair
in its glance.
How do you do it?!
I don't think I 'II ever see
What you see
Or ever fully
Comprehend
What you are ...
Riley Murdock
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Maple Grove

I won't forget
its beautiful curves,
the smooth way it slides
over the heavy rocks of the bend,
how it glistens in the sun like a thousand diamonds.

1,
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I won't forget
how carefully its bed is made
with dark green crisp watercress bunched against the bank
or the wild grass light green and long
bending, reaching with the child
to touch the cool water.
I won't forget
the tunnel built
by the growing trees,
one extending to the other
forming the forest's canopy,
the sun dappling the footbridge
beneath the arch leading to Camelot.
The warble of the birds heralding Guinevere's arrival.
I won't forget
the warmth the sun gave,
the footbridge, smooth from years of paint,
where the cat-face built his glistening web,
the footbridge where the Billy Goats Gruff
trip-tropped the troll,
where Robin Hood met Little John.
I won't forget
Maple Grove,
that gave place to childish fantasy,
that invites me back often in memory,
with visions as crisp as the watercress growing nearby.

Nancy Simpson
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Seventeen that June

It was always exciting,
that time for us.
You pulled the tractor over
as I held cornbread,
buttered ham and a thermos
full of sweet tea.
Granddaddy never knew
I brushed my fingers
across your muscled forearm,
or how you tickled my face
with pink petals,
or even those times we
lay in the grassy peaks
of his farm where
you got paid,
and I became of age.

Taylor Robison
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Untitled

A black man in a predominantly white man's town
I shouldn't feel uncomfortable, I shouldn't feel down
But I do, it's 2004, and people still stare
I walk around and my back bums from all the glares

I,

I'm a good person, I like to express myself
I'm nice to the people I see, but they didn't like me they tried to
harm my health
We were all just hanging around at a party, dancing and stuff
About to leave the party and then their beer made them tough
It was only five ofus and they had about fifty
Yelling and screaming derogatory names that we found not so nifty
Telling us they were going to kill us, hang us, and beat us up
I wanted to fight back, I wanted to yell and cuss

\i
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Five black men in Utah, I really didn't want to go to jail
Five black men in Utah, who knows how high it would have been
... our bail
I guess I thank them, for I did not go out anymore, so
I stayed in my room studied hard and earned a 4.0
But I still feel uncomfortable walking around
Not knowing who it was, not knowing who doesn't like us in their
town
We came here to earn our degrees, play ball, make friends, meet
some girls, that's all
Someone tell me why people still love to hate
2004 and people of the other race, parents still won't let date
I wish everyone would wake up and open their eyes
Stop telling old stories and scaring people by making up ridiculous
lies
But I don't discriminate; I know it comes from both sides
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After that I stare at everyone that's not on my team right in their
eyes
Mad and hateful, knowing it would be hard not to hurt if I see them
face to face
Mad at myself for being a hypocrite for being mad at people of the
race
Pissed cause it had happened to four friends and me
But it wasn't every white person in the city of Price obviously
I know it's bad 'cause I do it too, look and make assumptions the
same
Let's help one another, stop pointing the finger, this is no game
I say let's stand together as one,
I wrote this to express my feelings, open eyes, oh and extra credit,
not just for fun.

Steven Williams
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Ode to the Inquisitive Feline
Sherwood Anderson-writer
1941-died after swallowing a toothpick at a cocktail party, he
died of peritonitis on an ocean liner bound for Brazil.
www.corsinet.com-- Unusual Celebrity Deaths

Strunk & White endorse
forestalling trite cliches
and
redundant use of
lethargic
conjunctions.

'(

Perhaps,
superlative authors,
endowed with unblemished minds,
subconsciously purge
the gobbledygook
of ... god forbid
unoriginality.

11\

However,
the stock adage may be
a
pecan comprising insight
to indispensable truths
equipped
to safeguard
and shield.

r

Nevertheless,
Artists snub the wisdom
and choose only to endure.
May we expose ourselves to vermin
and spread heady seed.
Let us
swallow
toothpicks

IO

Bona fide Arabic cottons
slumber with the vexed/jovial
mind.
While an orb or filaments
nurture her habitual
epoch.
The linens cleave crystal
to the temple
with a yen to see, hear and feel
the silent film of her
psyche.
Frightening, recapping soothing.
Perhaps
she's returned to the third grade
and revived her role as Puck
or prowled into the abyssal alley way
where her sprint is merely a stride.
She purrs ....
And the fine twined flax construes
A waltz into poppies
A waltz into shame.

S. Ashby
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Prelude to Seven Days

Not one but many eyes are raised
From earth to heaven God to praise
Thanks are given for things mundane
Our daily bread, freedom from pain
While greater miracles are deprecated
Their appreciation forever belated

r
i
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We have lost from whence we came
Our long road here a single frame
In some obscure film long forgotten
Sense of origin now misbegotten
Another plane a garden planted
Stagnant state our growth supplanted

I
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Long preparations made for naught
Nay, for agency war was fought

r

The choicest seed demanded progress
Whilst the eldest counseled redress
No accommodation would be reached
A lasting harmony was breached
With flashing scales and horns to gore
The fertile soil he ripped and tore
Crowns perched high upon his heads
His flesh like blood the garden bled
A rift assured, but victory lost
One-third the host would pay his cost
A seed takes root, a gentle sprout
No further growth it is cast out
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No more to feel the sun's warm glow
Now dwells forever down below
Infinity ends, begins anew
The garden's growth it will renew
No up or down no right or left
Boundless tapestry of design bereft
Visionless view devoid of sight
No eyes to see the lack of light
No hands to grasp at empty space
No fingers grip nonexistent lace
Olfactory absence there is no odor
Arising from space without border
No mouth to speak no voice is heard
Yet singularity, The Word
Order's midwife chaos muzzled
Creation's foreman the blueprint puzzled
Decisions made assignments provided
From formless void was heaven divided

Jon Wright
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Mentoring Sheri

We met almost a year ago,
she calls me her big sister.
We 're not related but
she likes it when people say
we look alike.
She never says what's wrong,
yet anyone can see
her clothes are old and faded.
The too big t-shirts hang loosely
onto her petite body.
Her short, thin hair is
a matted, tangled mess.
At nine, the oldest of four,
she acts as though she's twenty.
She takes on the responsibility to
care for her sisters arrd brothers.
Making lunches, getting them to school,
reading them to sleep at night.
When we decorate cookies, a favorite activity of hers,
she makes sure everyone gets their own,
then slowly and tenderly, savoring each piece,
takes a bite herself.
As I pull up to the old green house
and step onto the dirt
I see the old, cracked wooden door creep open
and Sheri's face peaks out.
She runs to me, and pulls me close.
She begins to whisper in my ear, a secret
she is ready to reveal.

Jennifer Jarrett
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Babies

They kept making babies.
Babies that ran wild, that wandered
into our yard naked, wanting to play
in our fort out back, dirt creased into
their palms - into their little lifelines,
they were babies that made adults
who ran the nursery at church want to
apostatize
3-month-old, I-year-old, 2-year-old
terrors that lived in that big house
surrounded by bright-colored toys,
caffeine-charged chocolate, older,
tougher siblings, and yapping puppies
that had to become vicious survivors
The neighborhood, the town
kept wondering ... will they grow
Out of it? Will they grow up?
But no one said anything to mom
or dad, they were good rich citizens,
Just too busy, too busy
I remember when they got a batch of kittens
scrawny little things that meowed like a whine
blue-eyed and full-whiskered, they ran wild,
dirt between their toes
And then a story quickly circulated
Baby, baby had put one of the kittens
in a portable freezer and left it there
until too late, too late.
What a shame.

Jesse Laws
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Hell Is My Sauna

"Tell all the truth
but tell it slant"
Well
I'm going to lie to you;
say hell is just a sauna.
Say a lie is just an
expression of love
I won't hurt you
with the harsh reality
of truth. I'm going
to say my chastisement
is for your own good.
It will be
fine, you know I mean
well.
ff
f

I will say how any
steam-room can
purge our sins, 5 minutes per
digression, 10 ifit is one we can't
talk about in public without
blushing.
Okay,
Hell is my sauna, steamed
and scorching hot
blue fire kissing my skin,
my unworthy skin, and coal
digging into my pores, my
pink pores going callused and cracked
And I want you more
than heaven. I want you
more than this. I
want you.
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I know. I have
been lying to myself.
But, it is over now. Now the lies end
and I will say, I love you too much.

Jesse Laws
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My Proverb

A blackberry today
Mother would say
Keeps you lick'n your fingers
And if you're not careful
You could eat a needle
And then the trouble would begin
The doctor will x-ray
Leaving your mind in a whir
Up on a cliff, next to the clouds
A little voice would say with a smile
I think I would like an apple.
ll
1:

Suzanne Christensen
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The Poet
Ivy sneakers
Climbing down
Meeting mud
And a
Crystal crown
The candelabra
In the corner
Tall and beautiful
As a snowy white
Snow leopard
Running swiftly
Silently
Out of sight
From a tree
A preying mantis
Looks around
Seeing all
Writes it down.

Suzanne Christensen
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Our Garage

The gray garage
Stands alone.
The gaping gorge
Some stranded strings.
'1,,

Oh how horrible
My memories are.
I wonder why
You did those things.
In an attic

....

fr

Of our garage .
Our baby brother

1!,

You purposely hurt.

i'

I('

You knew

:1

You older
Wrong, wrong, wrong
Sexual situations.
Heartfelt hatred
I hate you
My very own
Flesh and blood
Why would you
Do deadly things.
You killed his soul
You killed his soul.
Your very own
Flesh and blood.

t/
r

Suzanne Christensen
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Just Look

Look through my glass eyes
And tell me what rests behind them
Do you see me dangling tenuously
Attempting to find one last toehold
So as the river doesn't swallow me whole
Do you see this is not a permanent precipice
For the moment I hit the air
I am buffeted to safety
No, you don't see anything
Just big glass eyes that look straight through

Kimberlee Ritchie
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In The Dark

Why am I here?
At my age, I should
Be waiting for retirement,
Working the same old jobs
That end without the gold watch
That would tick off my final days.
Why at my age would I feel
The urge to sit in desks too small
For my middle age lifestyle
With people half my age and bra size?
As I listen, I know why.
Inside these walls
I have learned about me,
The person I am,
The proverbial "Will be."

'f
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I have found joy
In simile and metaphor, and
The seductive lure
Ofa well-framed tale.
Each book I read
Adds more to me,
Creating a self that understands
The different shades of shadow.
So as I wait in a darkened room
Across the hall, I hear the voice
Ofmy professor, vibrating refrains
Of Twain and his river.
Each line of sunrise
Etches into the face of a clock
That beats inside of me,
Now rewound, and ready for more.
Bonnie Wiggins
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Dreaming Flamenco

I hear my childhood rise
On chords played on
An old Garcia guitar.
My father's stiff fingers
Become limber on strings
Strung on the dark neck.
The guitar, made in Madrid,
Curving into my father's form
Was my mother's only rival.
As he played "Malaguena,"
I could feel my mother
Thinking of dresses draping
Red ruffled flashes
Above hard heels, beating
On bar room tables,
Competing with the guitar,
Sensually challenging each note
With jealous rage.
That guitar, playing tones
With a Spanish accent,
Gave my childhood
A chance to dream while
My mother, and the dancers
In red, raised their arms ,
Waiting for my father to
Caress its golden body.

Bonnie Wiggins
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An Information Age Baby

)>,

It
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Chair legs tug at yam strands
of green shag carpet
as my brother, sister, and I
sit down with my mother's
father. My grandmother
is in the kitchen, running
the last cycle of food through
the microwave. Surges and beeps
stop and start. She is technically
clumsy like me, it must be inherited.
My grandfather stands up
with his suspender supported pudge
and pulls out my Grandma Morrell's
chair, his thick, white hair contrasting
with the black curls framing her
olive face. His Welsh grin glows
as he dishes generously the meat
and potatoes. My grandma, spooning
cottage cheese, tells us she is
watching her weight; she has a high
school reunion. We laugh and begin
eating, stories ofmy grandfather,
the "pseudo-American spy"
in Russia, and newspaper clippings
of my grandma and her daughters
on the phone with her missed
husband behind the iron curtain.
Winners of a free long-distance
"Pillow Talk" contest in the local
newspaper. Her lipstick smile,
like Doris Day's, the same forty
years later, Italian, beautiful.
My grandpa tells us of his days
at the Russian University, resembling
a talk-show host rather than a student.
The Sunday sky glances across the lace
table cover. Our hands-my grandmother's
wrinkled and veined, my grandfather's
dappled and hairy, my sister's pale
24

and long, my brother's tanned and tight,
mine, bony and dark. Sporadically
lifting our forks, stirring our food,
wiping our moving mouths in orange
light from the window. My brother,
sister, and I, my grandparents' in ours.

Megan Thomas
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Archetype

Venus, woman of lust,
draped in silken red,
trailing along paths
broken and glittered.

"I:
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Carrying cupids with
arrows that pierce, drip
crimson in human sacrifice,
hearts on a porcelain plate.
The soft curves of
white marble sculpture,
cracked arms of a lady
leaning in seduction.
Hurting in a wistful
turn of eyes, wondering
why her touch must kill
when she wants to bear life.

Megan Thomas
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Sorrow
There is a certain sorrow in knowing.
There is a sweet, stinging sadness in seeing.
There is a delicious agony in touching.
But, where is God in this quatrain of pain?
I stretch out my hand until it seems my fingers will break, but still I
can't reach God. I can't see God. There is a darkness between us.
Sometimes I can discern the shape of the landscape, and I can
almost see a path. But always the sky grows darker, and the cold,
cold rain obscures the path. These illusions of sight are the reasons
I keep looking.
And lumbering unseeing in the ignorance, are shadowy figures.
They appear here and there, sometimes in congregations, sometimes
alone. I see them. They don't see me. They don't even see each
other; won't see. I envy their simple existence, their theological
assuredness. I envy their simple total faith. But in this darkness
which is reality, which ofus is truly blind?
The darkness here is not total, but there isn't even enough light to
read by. If only I could make it brighter in here, then I could seethen I could read- then I could know. I could embrace that certain
sorrow that only knowing brings.
I would stroll with God through the garden of Loneliness. We'd sip
the tea of sorrow and talk of how sweet Iife was in the darkness.

Shannon Dunmyer
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The Story of the Summer
I was born in I 975, Sanda City, Hyo Go Prefecture, in
Japan. After I graduated Hotocu Gakuen High School 1993, I had
worked in a Japanese restaurant as a cook. I quit my job in 2002
and went to Price, Utah. And, now I have studied Business in the
College of Eastern Utah, as a student.
During the summer vacation when I was eighteen, I was a
gravedigger. This was my part time job. I got paid $100 per day. I
did not have any fear or grimness for death anymore. I was
practical about it in the summer of 1994, it was hot in Japan.
Wherever I went, either cityside or countryside, it was so humid and
the red sun shined the asphalt. It made us gravediggers more hot.
I got phone calls from the Funeral Company, usually two
or three times or sometimes four times a week. Then I put the black
suit, black tie, and black shoes in the black plastic bag. With this
bag, I went to work.
First, I visited the house of the people who lost their
relatives or friends. My boss introduced me and my colleagues to
the people in the house and gave a formal greeting to them.
Usually, people have a funeral on the next day or two days later at
the house of the person who dies. So, we had enough time to dig
the grave. While we were working, we met people gathered for the
funeral around the house, so we greeted them politely.
After that, my boss took me and my colleagues to the
graveyard. The place seemed to have a long past. It was located in
a secluded country, and also it was surrounded by a forest.
Although the season was hot and humid midsummer, this place was
so cold. I could not stand it with summer clothes. I had a dirty
sweatshirt for digging. I took out the sweatshirt from my bag and
put it on. Digging graves did not happen in the city, because Japan
is a small country. We do not have the land for graveyards. Since
we started to need some small places for graveyards, people
changed their style for burying the dead. Today, people commit the
person's body to flames. This style is used more than burial.
My boss took me and my colleagues to the road-like trail
which was between burial grounds. We looked for the place to dig
the grave, which was our purpose to be there. It was not easy to
28

find the place, because people put gravestones wherever there is a
place.
I saw the black gravestones, and they were covered with a
Jot of moss. Many of the stones were for the graves. They were
just from mountains or the side of the river. People just put the
stones together and made some gravestones. So, some of them had
fallen down, and they seemed like nobody would fix them. While I
was looking around, my boss found the place to dig. Around the
place, there were already four gravestones. My boss put his hands
together and prayed for one of the gravestones. He said, "Dig the
ground, four feet long and three feet deep." He gave us the
measurements and some shovels, and left quickly. There was
supposed to be a burning sun, but I felt that I was in another world.
There were just bamboo groves around me, and there was no sun. I
quickly measured the length and the depth as my boss said, and then
dug the ground. I got used to digging with this job.
The hole that we dug during the day was small. The
quality of the ground was clay and sand, so it was hard. The
gravestones around us were annoying us as we worked. The place
where we were digging was narrow, so we worked in shifts. When
I had a turn to take a rest, I saw the gravestone next to me. It was
surrounded by the moss and I could not find out the name of the
person. I could see when this person died. It said on the gravestone
"1908-1990."
The lady who went into mourning came up in front ofme.
Her age was probably around forty, and she was one of the
relatives. She brought us some rice balls, tea, and Japanese sake. It
was just on time, because we started to feel hunger. We thanked
her and ate a little lunch there.
After we finished eating, she gave us some Japanese sake
that had some alcohol in it. We were still underage and, of course,
it was illegal. But in Japan, it is one of the customs to drink alcohol
with relatives or friends at a ceremonial occasion. It means that we
feel thankful for God, our ancestors, and nature around us. Also, it
gives comfort to the soul of the dead person.
I took the cup the lady gave me and drank half of it. I felt
that my body was getting so hot after that. It took about four hours
to dig the ground again. We went to the house of the dead person.
We stayed at the house on this day. It is a common style in old
Japanese culture. If people get a death, people, neighborhood
29

people, co-workers, friends, relatives, family members take care of
each other and drink Japanese sake. In Japanese culture, sake is an
important position because Japanese raise rice to eat, and sake is
made from rice. Japanese think that God gave us a good ground for
making rice. Also, Japanese believe that they can keep away from
death's power when people drink a sake because sake has a great
blessing from God to Japanese.
There were about fifty people in the house. There were
family members, relatives, friends, neighbors, and co-workers,
including some kids. One by one, they went close to the dead body,
put their hands together, prayed, and left. I did the same thing.
This is a common custom in Japanese culture when people die.
Japanese have a desire to go to heaven after death, and people pray
to their god for dead people. The dead lady who was less than four
feet tall was laid down. At the top of her head, there was a picture
of her when she was alive, and she was smiling.
Some people who noticed us said "Thank you very much"
and then showed us where the bathroom was. We took a bath and
cleaned our bodies because our clothes and bodies was too dirty to
meet other people. After that, a banquet was waiting for us to come
and eat. There was sushi, tempura, and sashimi. The smell was so
good, we got hungry so fast. After eating dinner, we went to the
room and slept heavily.
The next day, three ofus wore black suits and ties and
attended the funeral. A man who was over seventy came from the
temple and read some sutra. Family members and relatives without
small children, bowed down to the people who came to pray for the
dead person.
I was watching it from the next room. The dead body was
in the coffin. People put flower bouquets around the dead body and
cried so hard. After it was covered by a lid, we were called to carry
the coffin on our shoulders. We got it and started to walk. It was
just a ten minute walk. People followed us to the graveyard. It was
the heaviest coffin I carried since I started to do this job. The
weight of the body was no more than ninety pounds. The ground
was soft, and I had to be careful not to slip with the big coffin. We
arrived at the place where we dug the hole for the coffin. We put
the coffin in it and covered it with the soil. The man from the
temple got the Japanese sake and put it on the coffin in the ground.
Then, all ofus prayed for her. Next, the man put the label with the
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name of the old lady in the coffin. The graveyard in the mountain
was quiet.
The funeral was over. Everybody went down from the
mountain. I stayed there for awhile and thought about my family as
I looked at the gravestone which I helped make. The wind came to
shake the bamboo grove. Then, I went down from the mouI)tain
slowly.

Takuya Shimora
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Full Circle
It's May, and when I leave the house to work in the
garden, I can smell the lilacs even though they are in the back of the
yard. They draw me like a magnet. The clumps of flowers are fully
violet by now, and I have to stop to savor their fragrance even
though I have serious gardening to do. Lilacs, sweet lilacs, full of
fragrance and memories. I have always loved lilacs.
I remember being four and standing in the West Covina
Greyhound Station. I shuffled my red Mary Janes and tugged at my
mother's pleated skirt. "When is Nana going to come?" I
pleaded. Along the walls stood stacks of brown satchels and
cracked leather bags plastered with stickers advertising Yosemite
and Niagara Falls. In the comer sat old men chewing cigars and
reading the Times. We waited for what seemed like an hour.
Periodically, I skipped across the room, past the shoeshine boy
snapping his rag, and pressed my face against the front window.
There it was. The big silver bus rounded the comer and
rolled into the plaza. A small crowd gathered on the sidewalk. I
bounced around trying to see past them. Soon the heavy door
swiveled open and the fatigued passengers started to descend.
"Nana, Nana!" I saw her as she stepped on the first stair and ran to
grab her.
She pressed something warm and metallic into my hand,
and I looked down to see a shiny silver dollar. Nana loved to bring
me these from Vegas. She always had surprises in her purse and
was a master at breaking Mother's rules.
We cruised home in the family Kaiser, Nana riding
shotgun and ignoring Mother's instructions. She reached over the
seat to hand me a tightly wrapped piece of pink taffy. This did not
go unnoticed by Mother, a devout disciple of sound childhood
nutrition. Things only got more complicated by sundown, my usual
bedtime. When I should have been retiring, Nana had me playing
"just one more game" and munching on chunks of a chocolate
rabbit. Mother was exasperated, as this not only defied proper
eating habits but the strict schedules advocated by renowned
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doctors. None of this had any effect on Nana. She viewed the good
doctors' commandments as foolish and ripe for breaking.
As much as I prized money and candy, the best part of
Nana's visits was her magic; however, I didn't discover this until I
was five. Who could forget the first time?
I was playing on our flagstone patio when Nana came out
the glass door and motioned me over. "Do you want to see some
magic?" she asked. I was known for being gullible. Before I could
close my mouth, she opened hers and popped out her teeth. I was
astounded. She turned around and when she spun back, the teeth
were in their proper place again. I squealed with excitement, "How
do you do that?" She would not divulge her tightly held secret. I
tried to pull mine out, but they wouldn't come. She truly knew
magic.
How I wanted everyone to see. First I ran to Chris
McReynolds who lived two doors up. He was the oldest kid in our
little neighborhood and knew everything. I told him, but he was a
nonbeliever. "She's not magic," he said, but could not give a
logical explanation for the teeth. Next I went to the homes of Joann
Shapiro, Nancy Castanada, and finally Marianne Baldassi. They
were eager to witness the magician perform. Days later I tried to
persuade Nana to repeat the magic at my kindergarten's show and
tell. However, she would only say, "Great wizards guard their
secrets; I can't reveal them to everyone."
Incredible as the teeth were, greater magic was yet to
come. In 1958, when I was six, Nana came to visit in her
Volkswagen Bug. One day she was driving me down Rowland
Avenue. Turning to me, a twinkle in her eye, she said, "Did you
know Nana has a magic car?" I shook my head. She lifted her
hands off the steering wheel and held them above her shoulders.
"See the car can drive itself." We went some distance before the
car veered to the right. "Nana, why isn't the car staying on the
road?" I asked. "This car is from Vegas," the magician exclaimed,
"and doesn't know the roads in Califom ia."
But even magic comes to an end. It was February, 1960,
and Nana had been living with us since December. I moved in with
my sister Susan, and Nana stayed in my room. The first month we
played Chinese Checkers nearly every night with the board set out
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on the end table next to her bed. By February, she was too weak to
play.
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On Sunday morning, February 22, Susan and I were
dressed for church and sitting on my parents' bed. In the bathroom
off the bedroom, my father was shaving in his undershirt and
boxers. My mother ran into the room crying, "Bill, Bill, Mother is
gone!" My dad laid his razor on the sink. With streaks of shaving
cream still on his face, he turned to us and said, "You girls stay
here," and rushed after mother. I couldn't wait long and crept down
the hallway to my bedroom just in time to see the nurse pull the
sheet over Nana's face.
We had the funeral in Vegas the following Friday. My
family entered the crowded chapel and walked towards the front
pew. As we took our seats, I was particularly impressed by a group
of elderly women to my left. Each wore a military-style uniform
with a gold hat and gold emblem embroidered on a white jacket.
"Who are they?" I whispered to my mother. She glanced over and
whispered back, "Those are Nana's friends who, like her, lost sons
in the war."
I remember little of what was said at her service. But I
remember the flowers. There were flowers everywhere-mounds of
red roses, sprays of pink carnations, baskets of white lilies and best
of all, lilacs. Lilacs, sweet lilacs, bundles oflilacs already fully
lavender with their fragrance filling the chapel.
I have the magic now. Just last month my six-year-old
grandson rode with me down Carbon Avenue. "Austin, did you
know Grandma has a magic car?" He turned to me surprised as I
lifted my hands from the wheel. We went a considerable distance
before he asked, "Why isn't the car going straight?" Still, I am not
the wizard Nana was. I have yet to master removing my teeth.

Barbara Strate
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At the BDAC
As we got closer and closer to the building, I could barely
contain my excitement. The band could be heard playing the
national anthem with the crowd respectfully humming along. The
aroma of popcorn and sweat drifted through the crisp, clean night
air, causing me to quicken my step. The open doors allowed me to
catch a glimpse of the impatient fans waiting for a grandma-like
person to take their tickets and let them past. We did not have to
wait, though. We simply glided pastthose impatient fans, their
faces filled with envy as we entered the crowded gymnasium.
Tonight, like most nights ofmy elementary years, I was my dad's
special helper as he made his rounds at the BDAC.
Our first stop was always to my dad's office. We made our
way through a sea ofbright yellow jackets reading SECURITY, and
we were stopped almost immediately. The man who reminded me
of Robocop leaned close to my dad and said jokingly, "We better
keep an eye on this one," as he pointed to me. He continued to talk
to my dad as I took our coats to his cold, little office. I liked to go
alone to his office, because I knew where the hidden treasure was. I
would sneak around the big wooden desk and slowly open the
bottom drawer, cautious not to make any noise. Under all of the
files I would find the huge candy bar. Careful not to break too much
off, I would eat a piece almost forgetting to chew, afraid that I
would be caught. When I had swallowed completely, I would walk
calmly out of the office and join my dad, once again.
At the concessions stand, my dad would be stopped again,
and I would just sit and observe. The workers were frantically
trying to fill all of the orders. Customers were bobbing back and
forth, trying to see around those in front of them, while deciding
what it was they would purchase. Little children were running wild,
or simply whining that they wanted this or that. Sharp sounds of
popping popcorn and clanging coins were rushing through my ears
creating a rhythm and music in my head.
Upon arriving in the hospitality room, my dad would
introduce me as his special helper and then allow me to get some
free food. Not only was the smell alluring, but the food always
tasted wonderful. There was homemade soup and stew, rolls, and
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desserts as well as chips, salsa, and meat and fruit trays. The
selection was unbelievable, and I always tried something different. I
would fill my plate to overflowing and sit near my dad as I
devoured the delicious treats. When I was finished eating, and my
dad was finished socializing, we climbed the stairs to the Eagle's
Nest. This was where the technicians did the radio broadcast and
filmed the game. We would sit up there and enjoy the game.
Listening to the men do the radio broadcast was fascinating. One
minute their voices would rise with excitement, and they would talk
a mile a minute. The next minute they would lower their voices
with exhaustion and almost pant as they finished describing the
play. All the time, the noise and confusion of the crowd was
growing around them.
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Sitting next to my dad, watching the game, and enjoying
the moment was the highlight of the night. I knew every player by
name, and as they played, my dad would explain the calls and the
plays being executed. The crowd would cheer when the home team
stole the ball or made a basket. They would boo and make rude
remarks when the referee made what they thought was a bad call.
The hot, salty smell of sweat filled the air, but it bothered no one.
Cheerleaders yelled and cheered the team on continuously, even
when they were losing. Players talked and communicated in a
language only they understood. At the close of the game we would
either congratulate or console the team, and prepare to go home.
We would retrace our steps virtually to where we came in.
The hospitality room would be undergoing clean up, and there
would be nothing for us to do there. At the concessions stand my
dad would make sure they were locking up and preparing to count
the money. We would then peek into the gym, where all that could
be heard was a broom sweeping across the floor and garbage being
thrown into a huge container. Satisfied with the progress in there,
we would stop at the ticket counter and pick up the money. My dad
would then slowly count the money at least three times. I would sit
in the quiet and count as one green bill after another went through
his quick hands. Ifhe lost count, I could always get him back on
track. When he was finished, he would lock away the money and
we would retrieve our coats. Ifl was lucky, we were allowed to take
any extra popcorn home with us. My dad would put it in one of
those huge, black garbage bags, sling it over his shoulder, and we
would head home.
Rachel Jenson
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We Were Never Alone
There were three ofus most of the time, sorretimes four
and other times six. We spent our evenings after school and a large
portion of our weekends sitting in this room. In the room the
windows were covered, posters hung on the wall, and the music
played just loud enough that it was uncomfortable to talk. It was
Darrel's room, and at times we had been in this room waking him
up, staying though the night and gathering for outings, but mostly
just killing time.
Darrel's Mom had been divorced for the fourth time.
Maybe that's why she Jet Darrel have free rein in the house. We
could smoke, drink, or do anything else we desired there. Darrel
was sixteen, I was a year younger, and so was David. We Jived
within a quarter mile of each other along the same creek in a
bedroom community north ofNorth Little Rock, Arkansas, named
Sherwood. Darrel was six foot tall, skinny, with a Jong mess of
brown hair. He liked to wear high boots that laced up to his knees
and a full leather jacket with fringe hanging down the arms, along
with the general hippie look ofthe day. This was unlike David and
myself who had only a few hippie items such as tie-dyed tee shirts
or flared pants but none of the costlier leather stuff. Darrel might
not have been considered the best friend for a teenage boy, but
beyond his outward appearance he was harmless.
My mother met David and Darrel and was not pleased with
either one. But she didn't have the will to keep me away from them
because my father was in Vietnam. I suspect she also saw the need
that teenagers have for friends. My father was in the Air Force and
we moved a lot and always at the end of the school year. So the first
summer we arrived in a new place I was always alone. Mom had
watched me struggle with finding friends, much more than my
brothers and sisters, and probably did not want to tamper with any
seeming success.
We met on the school bus. It picked me up and then Darrel and
David. Then when Darrel started driving, we rode together in his
old truck. His driving made it so we could go anywhere. We went to
the drive-in, the roller-skating rink, the store, the movies, the mall,
... but mostly we stayed in his room and out behind the house at the
creek. There was a pool in the creek where we'd throw rocks at the
snakes and catch crawdads like we all did as kids. When the snakes
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left, we would wade in and swim on hot summer days. Also
upstream there was a small area with a few fallen trees, which we
cleared. This is where we started having small campfires at night.
David started talking about his brother coming home from a
reform school. I knew he was older than David and I, and I thought
he would have little to do with us. As it turned out, he was just a
little older than David but he looked like he was twenty-five. He
had to shave every day and what was most important was that he
could easily buy beer or liquor, ifwe could find a way to the store.
For some reason, Keith and I hit it off well and we had many days
drinking by the creek and talking to the girls at school that were
attracted to Keith. But much of the time, we were now a group of
four and our evening were spent by the creek or listening to music
in Darrel's room.
Darrel's house was much different than my own. There wasn't a
father, and the only man I'd see around was a stocky guy who was
always cleaning up, like he was trying to fit in. The house never
looked dirty nor was it clean but it was more than that. They hardly
ever made dinner. Darrel was always eating in his room, and it was
usually something he made in a few minutes like a sandwich. What
I noticed the most was Darrel and his mother never talked. Well,
that might not be so unusual for he was a teenager. But this was
different because we would be in his room and she would come
home and not say a word. It was a relationship I did not understand.
Darrel's mom never sent us home and even let us in to wake Darrel
early on Saturday mornings. She would get us to stop, as we headed
back to Darrel's room, so as to talk with us but never with Darrel.
As it got colder, we would make fires near the creek, mostly on
the weekends and sometimes late into the night. It was like we were
waiting for something to happen or just not willing to give up and
go home. On those nights we seemed the same as if there was no
distance between us and we all needed the same things. We did not
know what those needs were but we had them all the same. It was
nice and calm by the creek like in Darrel's room. We talked freely
as ifto ourselves. I never felt regret for my words or felt I hurt
anyone. We were what we needed most of all, "friends."
During the next summer, we swam more because our fires of
the last winter and games around the creek had driven the snakes
away. The pool area seemed larger and we installed a rope swing on
a perfect branch high above the creek. We spent hours submerged
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in the water, watching as each ofus tried to outdo the other on the
rope swing. We also started going to the "Blue Hole," a lake formed
from an old rock quarry, and it was there that we meet Seth and
Ray, who were cousins. They spent the day with us and followed
back to the creek. And now there were six near the fire, Darrel,
David, Keith, Seth, Ray and myself. Though it was rare to see us all
together, it was rarer still not to find someone over at Darrel's or
down at the creek.
Maybe because ofmy lack of interest in doing it, I'm not sure, I
did not join them when they started "huffing." "Huffing," as they
call it, was usually done with paint, but they did it with Krylon
Ignition Sealer. Drugs were used in the group. In fact, I always
seemed to have some pot on me if I could afford it at the time and
so did the others. But this was different. Well, this was like
"huffing" paint and I did not "huff' anything. Though I clearly said
"No" when they asked if I would like to join them, I never spoke
against it.
Seth, Ray, and Darrel started first, then David soon after. David
enjoyed it the most or at least it seemed that way as he would smile
and say "Oh man" and lean his head back over the bag and start
again. After a while he would be in a "world" I could not see. Once
they started regularly huffing, the activity around the creek began to
pick up and everything began to move very fast. I talked to Darrel
at school and he told me of Seth being chased by demons. Seth was
spending a lot oftime "huffing" and so was Darrel, who spoke of
his own experiences of seeing faces in the fire.
About dusk one day, I went to Darrel's house, and his mother
said he was at the creek. I found him in the clearing seated, looking
at the fire pit. His bag was slack in his hand and every now and then
he would put it back to his mouth and weakly huff again. I said
hello and sat across from him for about an hour and he did not even
notice me. His mouth was half open, and every so often he would
make some kind of noise I didn't understand.
It was one of those days when evening was the cool relief from
the hot day and made you want to stay out all night, watch the fire,
and talk to friends, but I was heading home. As I made my way,
Darrel faded from my mind and I entered the world of my father,
mother and seven brother and sisters. I realized I could come here
anytime. I petted my dog, raided the refrigerator, watched T.V.
talked to my brother, went out and had a cigarette in the back yard,
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and went to bed. My life was simple and had no real voids in it. But
there was still a real need to have friends even if I didn't agree with
everything they did.
After that night, Keith and I started walking to the liquor
store and sneaking in to the drive-in or the roller-skating rink every
weekend. It took some time but the newness of huffing had worn
off. Darrel and David started joining us, but we were never together
as much as before. We saw Seth and Ray only at the larger parties
and at the "Blue Hole." We never hung out at the creek anymore.
I don't think I have ever had as many close friends as I did
when I was fifteen. Friends that would follow the wanderings of our
hearts, doing whatever came to our minds as if we were children.
They weren't the best influence on me, but they were what I had. I
moved after my junior year and I lost the reservoir of faces I
collected in Sherwood, Arkansas. Moving at seventeen and starting
over again was difficult in that I didn't seem to make friends as
easily as before or the situation did not present itself again. Maybe
our friendship would have weakened in time, like many I've seen.
But I would like to think not, for we were at that time so lonely and
in need of friends.
Some years later, Darrel came to see me in Oklahoma City and
the meeting was awkward. He was in the Air Force and he had his
wife with him. His face smiled wide as I remembered. We spent
some time together but not enough. All I can remember was his
commenting on the marking for the school zones and that I wasn't
ready for guests. I've moved all my life and I always just move on
to the next set of friends and forget most of the past. I don't like that
in myself. It seems as we get older we don't seem to need friends as
we did when we were young, for friends are made with time, and
we just can't always gather up time and start again. We may feel
that friends are an unlimited resource, but they never are. They are
never the same. The friends of our past will call back to our minds
all the memories we shared with them, either good or bad.

Michael Muselmann
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